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Wallace Stevens 



EXPOSITION OF THE CONTENTS OF A CAB 

Victoria Clementina, negress, 
Took seven white dogs 
To ride in a cab. 

Bells of the dogs chinked. 
Harness of the horses shuffled 
Like brazen shells. 

Oh-he-he! Fragrant puppets 
By the green lake-pallors, 
She too is flesh, 

And a breech-cloth might wear, 
Netted of topaz and ruby 
And savage blooms; 

Thridding the squawkiest jungle 
In a golden sedan, 
White dogs at bay. 

What breech-cloth might you wear — 
Except linen, embroidered 
By elderly women ? 

PLOUGHING ON SUNDAY 



The white cock's tail 
Tosses in the wind. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The turkey-cock's tail 
Glitters in the sun. 

Water in the fields. 
The wind pours down. 
The feathers flare 
And bluster in the wind. 

Remus, blow your horn! 
I'm ploughing on Sunday, 
Ploughing North America. 
Blow your horn! 

Tum-ti-tum, 
Ti-tum-tum-tum ! 
The turkey-cock's tail 
Spreads to the sun. 

The white cock's tail 
Streams to the moon. 
Water in the fields. 
The wind pours down. 



BANAL SOJOURN 

Two wooden tubs of blue hydrangeas stand at the foot of 

the stone steps. 
The sky is a blue gum streaked with rose. The trees are 

black. 
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